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CHAPTER XXIV.

THE Oxford Professor, who was the guest of the American
Colonel, was quite a young man, of advanced opinions on
all subjects, religious, social, and political. He was clever,
extremely well-informed, so far as books can make a man
knowing, but unable to profit even by that limited experi-
ence of life from a restless vanity and overflowing conceit,
which prevented him from ever observing or thinking of
anything but himself. He was gifted with a great command
of words, which took the form of endless exposition, varied
by sarcasm and passages of ornate jargon. He was the last
person one would have expected to recognise in an Oxford
professor; but we live in times of transition.

A Parisian man of science, who had passed his life
in alternately fighting at barricades and discovering
planets, had given Colonel Campian, who had lived much
in the French capital, a letter of introduction to the Pro-
fessor, whose invectives against the principles of English
society were hailed by foreigners as representative of the
sentiments of venerable Oxford. The Professor, who was
not satisfied with his home career, and, like many men of
his order of mind, had dreams of wild vanity which
the New World, they think, can alone realise, was very
glad to make the Colonel's acquaintance, which might
facilitate his future movements. So he had lionised the
distinguished visitors during the last few days over the
University, and had availed himself of plenteous opportuni-
ties for exhibiting to them his celebrated powers of exposi-
tion, his talent for sarcasm, which he deemed peerless, and
sevei*al highly finished picturesque passages, which were
introduced with extemporary art.